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The T ragcdie of Hamlet 

Ghoji. Pitty me not, but lend thy ferious hearing 
To what I Hi all vnfold. 

Ham. Speake, I am bound to heare. 

Ghofl. So art thou to reuenge, when thou lhalc heare. 

Ham. What f 

Ghoji. I am thy fathers fpirir, 

Doomd for a certaine tearme to walke the night, 

And for the day confind to fall in fires, 

Till the foulecrirnes done in my dayes ofnature 
A re burnt and purg’d away : but that 1 am forbid 
To tell thefccrecs of my prison houfe, 

I could a tale vnfolde whofe light ell word 
Would harrow vp thy foule, freeze thy young blood, 
Make thy two eyes like liars Hart from their fphcres, 

Thy knotted and combined locks' to part. 

And each particuler haire ro Hand an end. 

Like quils vpon the fearefull Porpentinci 
But this eternall blazon mull not be 
To eares of fielh and blood, lift, lift, 6 lift t 
Ifthoudid’fl euer thy deare father loue. 

Ham. OGod. 

Ghoji. Reuenge his foule, .and moll vnnaturall murther* 

Hm. Murther. 

Ghoji. Murther moll foule, as in the bell it is. 

But this mod foule, flrange and vnnaturall. 

Hm. Hall metoknoyv’r, vhatlwith wings asfwift 
As meditation, or the thoughts of loue 
M ay fweepe to my reuenge. 

Ghoji. 1 find thee apt, 

And d ul ler Ihouldll thou be then the fat weede 
That rootes it fclfe in eafe on Lethe wharffe, 

Would’ft thou not Burre in this ; now Hamlet heare, 

Tis giuen out, that lleeping in myOrchard, 

A Serpent Hung me, fo the whole eareofDenmarks 

Is by a forged procefie of my death 

Ranckely abufde: but knowe thou noble Youth, 

The Serpent that did fling thy fathers life 
Now weares his Crowne. 

Ham. Omy propheticke foule l my Vncle t 


Prince of Denmark 

Gholl I that inceftuous, that adulterate beall. 

With witchcraft ofhis wits, with trayterous gifts, 

0 wicked wit, and giftes that haue the power 
So to feduce> wonneto his fliarnetuliluit 

The will of my moll feeming vertuous Queenej 

OB«»fa.what falling offwas there 
From nie whofe loue was of that digmtie 
That it went hand in hand, euen with t he vo we 

1 made to her in marriage, and to decline 
Vppon a wretch whofe naturall gifts were poore, 
Tothofe of mine $ but vert ue asit neuer willbemooued. 
Though 1 ewdnell e c ourr it in a fh ape ofheauen 

So but though to a radiant Angle linckt. 

Will fort it lelte in a celefliall bed 
And pray on garbage. 

But fofc, me thinkes I fent the morning ayre, 

Briefe let me b e 5 lleeping within my Orchard, 

My cuftome alwayes of the afternoone, 

Vpon my fecure houre,thy V ncle Hole 
With iuyee of curfed Hebona in a viall. 

And in the porches of my eares did poure 
The leaprous diflilment, whofe effeft 
Holds fuch an enmitie with blood of man. 

That fwift as quickfiluer it courfes through 
The naturall gates and allies of the body, 

, And with a fodaine vigour it doth poflelTe 
And curde like eager droppings into milke. 

The thin and wholfome blood 5 fo did it mine. 

And a moll inftant tetter barckt about 
Moll Lazerlike with vile and lothfome cruft 
All my fmooth body. 

Thus was I lleeping by a brothers hands 
Of life, of Crowne, of Queene at oncedifpatcht. 

Cut off euen in the bloflomes of my finne, 

Vnhuzled, difappointed, vnanueld. 

No reckning made, but fent to my account 
Withall my imperfefhons on my head, 

O horrible, 6 horrible, moll horrible. 

If thou haft nature in thee beare it not, 
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